CAMPS   AND    BLIZZARDS
and snowy—that few additions of equipment could be got
to No. 3. When on May gth (the next day) Mallory,
Irvine, Norton, and Geoffrey Bruce all arrived there I felt
that I gave them a poor welcome. Kami, the cook, was,
however, magnificent. It was almost impossible to heat
anything even if one could get a primus-stove going In
the blizzard, but Kami appeared from time to time with a
surrealist mixture of beans, tea, and kerosene oil which
he introduced by different names on each appearance,
signifying the time of day rather than the nature of the
collation. We called it Kami Cha * and agreed that if ever
we thawed out sufficiently to leave the camp we would
erect a monument to Kami before we quitted the scene
of his exploits. The great thing about this appalling brew
was that it was hot—and that meant everything in a
storm of wind and snow below zero.
There was, of course, not a drop of water at this camp.
Every ounce of liquid had to be melted from snow; yet
the porters and ourselves all kept alive. But the nourish-
ment we got was really very insufficient. It was largely
this first week at No. 3 Camp that reduced our strength
and made us—by the time when we finally climbed as far
as we could, three weeks later—thin and weak and almost
invalided, instead of being fit and strong as we had been
during the 1922 ascent. Life at No. 3 during the six days I
was there was certainly most unpleasant. The fine powdery
snow blew into everything, tent, sleeping-bags, and even
down one's neck. Each time we stirred at night we would
disturb a fresh pile of snow somewhere in the tent and
the wind would scatter it all over our faces. When there
was a job of work to be done by the porters, they were
continually reporting sick. It often required great patience
and good humour to rouse them to any sort of action.
They are very dependent on the weather. Given a fine
day, we never experienced any trouble in getting them
going. But that week at No. 3, with its cold and blizzards,
1 Cha = tea in Hindi.
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